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Bow down one thousand and two hundred times,
To Christ, the Virgin Mother,, and the Saints ;
Or in the night, after a little sleep,
I wake : the chill stars sparkle; I am wet
With drenching dews, or stiff with crackling frost.
I wear an undress5d goatskin on my back;
A grazing iron collar grinds my neck ;
And in my weak, lean arms I lift the cross,
And strive and wrestle with thee till I die :
0 mercy, mercy ! wash away my sin,
O Lord, thou knowest what a man I am;
A sinful man, conceived and born in sin :
'Tis their own doing ; this is none of mine;
Lay it not to me.    Am I to blame for this,
That here come those that worship me ?   Ha! ha!
They think that I am somewhat.    What am I ?
The silly people take me for a saint,
And bring me offerings of fruit and flowers :
And I, in truth (thou wilt bear witness here)
Have all in all endured as much and more
Than many just and holy men, whose names
Are registered and calendar'd for saints.
Good people, you do ill to kneel to me.
What is it I can have done to merit this ?
1 am a sinner viler than you all.
It may be I have wrought some miracles,
And cured some halt and maim'd; but what of
that?
It may be, no one, even among the saints,
May match his pains with mine ; but what of that ?
Yet do not rise : for you may look on me,
And in your looking you may kneel to God.
Speak 1 is there any of you halt and maixn'd ?
I think you know I have some power with Heaven
From my long penance : let him speak his wish.
Yes, I can heal him.   Power goes forth from me.
They say that they are heaFd.    Ah, hark 1 they
shout
' St. Simeon Stylites/    Why, if so.,
God reaps a harvest in me.    O my soul,